THE    DERSINGHAMS    AT    HOME

and no service lift, but there's no call to be lying there
all night, Agnes, having your hysterics and carrying on
silly when there's all this mess to be cleared, let alone
anything else."

This treacherous withdrawal of a stout ally, combined
with the talk of cold water, soon brought the hysterics to
mere choking and sniffing, and in a minute or two Agnes
was bending over the ruins. 'I'll clear these away," she
announced between sniffs and chokes, "but I won't bring
anything else and serve it, I won't. I couldn't if I tried,
I couldn't. I haven't a nerve in me body, not after what's
happened, I haven't."

"But I shall have to give them something'' Mrs. Der-
singham was saying. Clearly she no longer included
Mrs. Pearson among the guests. Mrs. Pearson had
ceased to be one of ''them.'1

"Of course you will, my dear," cried Mrs. Pearson,
her eyes gleaming with a happy excitement. "Not that
we'd mind, of course. It's the men, isn't it? You know
what the men are? Now then, what about eggs?"

"Eggs," the cook repeated, hoarsely and gloomily.
"There's two eggs, an* two eggs only, in that kitchen.
Just the two eggs, and them's for the morning."

"Listen, my dear." And Mrs. Pearson clutched at her
neighbour affectionately and imploringly. "Do leave it
to me and I promise you I won't be ten minutes. I
won't, really. Now not a word! Don't bother about
anything. Just you leave it to me." She hurried
towards the outer door, pulled herself up before she
reached it, and cried over her shoulder: "But warm
some plates, that's all."

During the subsequent interval, Mrs. Dersingham had
not the heart to return to the dining-room, though she